112             MARRIAGE   IN   HEAVEN

tall. Very slight. It occurred to her that he did
not have lumbago, and she dismissed the idea as
being silly. She must not think ridiculous things
like that.

It must have taken over two hours getting up-
stream, though they would drift back easily
enough in the moonlight. As they neared the
beauty spot where they meant to picnic the sun-
shine had died away, and there was that first
amethyst wonder of night. A dimming of the
leaves, a merging into branches, a milky pallor
upon the face of die water, and a smudge of white
where the lilies blew against their dark round
leaves.

" Here we are at last," said Peter, and tied the
boat to a willow trunk.

They got out.

Now it seemed to be all flurry and bustle, the
arranging of rugs and punt cushions around the
communal picnic table. " A supper picnic was so
much better than a tea one/' she thought. She
liked it. She sat there and all the time she knew
that she was waiting. Not for food as these other
people were doing. She was sitting here knowing
that very soon Peter would come to her side.
Knowing that when he had finished helping Mrs.
Flower he would make some excuse to come to
her. It was idiotic to know this, but she did know
it because the whole thing was inescapable.

Inside her she panicked a little.

She remembered what Charles had said long
ago; anyway, it seemed an eternity ago, about if
the other man came into her life. He would
stand back. It was stupid to think of Peter as